CHAPTER III
RENAN was now in the very prime of life. His health was good and his powers had reached their maturity. His manner had that charming gentleness which is characteristic of the best
D
of the Catholic clergy. His conversation was very copious and limpid, not dealing much in epigram or anecdote, but very easy and very informing. The first time I talked with him at any great length was two days after I made his acquaintance, on the 28th October 1859. He spoke a good deal of the Jewish scholars in France ; of Salvador ; of Munk whom he put highest; and of Cahen, the author of a translation of the Old Testament in, if I remember right, twenty-two volumes, to which my attention had been attracted by a curious little book I had met with, written by some one who, having been brought up in the purely negative school which prevailed so much in France in the earlier'ceuvre divine qui s'accomplit Dar rhumanite."garde d'en livrer le mot, et, au lieu d'explic 1'univers a rhomme, il se contente de mon le peu de place que I'homme occupe c Tunivers."
